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Wall. Lucretia Wall came down fro^i the Chapel, and we had a
merry tea party.

Thursday, 17 September

Went to Llysdinam. I never had a lovelier journey up the lovely
valley of the Wye. A tender beautiful haze veiled the distant hills
and woods with a gauze of blue and silver and pearl. It was a dream
of intoxicating beauty. I saw all the old familiar sights, the broad
river reach at Boughrood flashing round the great curve in the sun-
light over its hundred steps and rock ledges, the luxuriant woods
which fringe the gleaming river lit up here and there by the golden
flame of a solitary ash, the castled rock-towers and battlements and
bastions of the Rocks of Aberedw, the famous rocky wooded gorge
through the depths of which the narrow mountain stream of the
Edw rushed foaming to its Aber to meet the Wye, the house of
Pant Shoni gleaming white through the apple-laden orchard trees,
the green Castle Mount, Llanvareth Church half hidden by its great
dark yew, the sudden bend of the river below Builth, tie Yrfon
mouth above the little ancient town, and last but not least the grey-
towered house of Llysdinam sitting on its green sunny hill backed
by dark woods, and looking towards the river and the mountains
of the South.

[Kilvert returns to Langley Burrdl.]
Thursday, 24 September

This afternoon I walked over to Kington St. Michael by Langley
Burrcll Church and Morrell Lane and the old Mausoleum and Lang-
ley Ridge and the Plough Inn. It was a day of exceeding and
almost unmatched beauty, one of those perfectly lovely afternoons
that we seldom get but in September or October. A warm delicious
calm and sweet peace brooded breathless over the mellow sunny
autumn afternoon and the happy stillness was broken only by the
voices of children blackberry gathering in an adjoining meadow
and the sweet solitary singing of a robin.

As I drew near Kington I fell in with a team of red oxen, harnessed,
corning home from plough with chains rattling and the old plough-
man riding the fore ox, reminding me vividly of the time when I
used to ride the oxen home from plough at Lanhill.

In spite of the warm afternoon sunshine the solitary cottages, low-
lying on the brook, looked cold and damp, but the apples hung